1 


&  3D  3D  m  S)  , 

I  love  that  moaning  music  which  I  hear 

In  the  bleak  gusts  of  Autumn,  for  the  soul 
Seems  gathering  tidings  from  another  sphere, 

And,  in  sublime,  mysterious  sympathy, 

Man’s  bounding  spirit  ebbs  and  swells  more  high, 
Accordant  to  the  billow’s  loftier  roll. 

OLD  PLAY. 


JOHN  THOMAS. 
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Autumn.  J.  Thomas. 
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Autumn.  J.  Thomas. 
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Allegro 

Affettuoso. 
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Autumn.  J.  'Thomas . 


Autumn.  J.  Thomas. 
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Autumn.  J.  Thomas. 
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Autumn.  J.  Thomas 
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Autumn.  J.  Thomas. 
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Autumn.  J.  Thomas. 
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Autumn.  J.  Thomas. 
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Autumn.  J.  Thomas. 
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